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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SONGS FROM THE WOODS 

WHITE MAGIC 

Who bids us be wary 
Of briar and snake 
Is led by a fairy. 

Who finds dry wood 

For the fires we make — 
His magic is good. 

Who gathers wild berries 

High on far hills, 
Or gets sand-cherries; 

Or catches the trout 

Where the deep hole fills, 
Is a mage, no doubt. 

Who knows the cool hollow 

Where springs drip cold 
Is a wizard to follow. 

Let the magic begin 

With the dawn's red gold — 
But the cook is the Jinn ! 

A THOUGHT WHEN NOON IS HOT 

Joy will cool my face, 
Joy will wash my hands, 
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A Thought When Noon is Hot 

Into very joy I shall plunge my arms 

And sing; 
Joy will sweeten my mouth, 
Joy will gladden my throat, 
And freshen my very life, when I reach 

The spring! 

BEFORE DAWN IN CAMP 

Upon our eyelids, dear, the dew will lie, 
And on the roughened meshes. of our hair, 

While little feet make bold to scurry by 

And half-notes shrilly cut the quickened air. 

Our clean, hard bodies, on the clean, hard ground, 
Will vaguely feel that they are full of power; 

And they will stir — and stretch — and look around — 
Loving the early, chill, half-lighted hour, 

Loving the voices in the shadowed trees, 

Loving the feet that stir the blossoming grass. 

Oh, always we have known such things as these, 
And knowing, can we love and let them pass? 

I CAME TO BE ALONE 

I went out from the world of futile talking and trying, 
From the world of the wearing of clothes to the nude and 
silent sky, 
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